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Ch'ing, with Uncle Wu and Scholar Wen, entertained them,
and three young actors sang for them.
While they were drinking, Hsi-men Ch'ing was told
that his Excellency, Huang, the Controller of the Brickfields,
had come to offer his condolences. He hastily put on his
mourning robes again and went to the coffin. Master Wen
went out to the gate to welcome his Excellency. Servants came
bringing incense, paper offerings, and silk, and they walked
in procession to the coffin. Huang burned incense and made
a reverence to the dead. Hsi-mSn Ch'ing and Ch'£n Ching-chi
returned the reverence.
"I did not know that your lady was dead," Huang said, "or
I should have been here sooner. I am sorry to be so late."
"It is a long time since I have been to see your Excellency,"
Hsi-mfen Ch'ing said, "and now you come to me with such
gifts. I don't know how to thank you." He took Huang to
the hall. There Hsi-men Ch'ing and Master W£n sat down
with him, and the servants brought tea.
"Sung Sung-ytian sends his love to you," Huang said. "He
has heard of your lady's death and would have liked to come
and see you, but he is very busy at the moment and has had to
go to Chi-chou. You may not have heard that His Majesty is
going to set up the K£n Yo mountain. He has appointed Grand
Marshal Chu Mien to proceed south of the river to collect the
marbles. The boats have been coming down one after another,
and the first of them has now reached the Huai and will come
down the river into Shan-tung. The marble is beautifully marked
and in pieces about twenty feet long and several feet wide. Each
piece is covered in yellow wrappings, and the boats, which are
very many, all carry yellow flags. The river is shallow just now
and people have been brought together from all around to
tow the boats. It has been a most unpleasant time for officials
and people alike, and the people, especially, are finding life
very hard. Our friend Sung has to see to everything himself
and direct all the underlings in his district. There are so many
orders and instructions, that they would make a mountain.
Sung is busy all day and all night, and never has a moment to
Himself.
"Now, Grand Marshal Huang is coming from the Capital,
md friend Sung, with all his staff, is going to receive him. He

